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world would it be if the wise were to intermarry only with 
the wise, the learned with the learned, the amiable with 
the amiable, nay, even ttie handsome with the handsome; 
and is it not evident, that the degraded castes of the fool- 
ish, the ignorant, the brutal, and the deformed — inelud- 
ing.'by the way, far the greater part of mankind — must, 
when condemned to exclusive intercourse with each other, 
become gradually as much brutalized in person and dis- 
position as so many ouran outangs ? When, therefore, 
we see "the gentle joined to the rude," we may lament 
the fate of the suffering individual ; but we must not the 
less admire the mysterious disposition of the wise Provi- 
dence, who thus balances the moral good and evil of 
life, which secure for a family,, unhappy in the dispositions 
of one parent, a share of better and sweeter blood trans- 
mitted from the other, and preserve to the ofifspring the 
affectionate care and protection of at least one of those 
from whom it is naturally due. Without the frequent 
occurrence of such alliances and unions, mis-sorted as 
they seem at first sight, the world could not be that for 
which eternal wisdom has designed it — a place of mixed 
good and evil; a place of trial at once and of suffering, 
where the worst ills are chequered with something that 
renders them tolerable to humble and patient minds, and 
where the best blessings carry with them a necessary alloy 
of embittering depreciation. When, indeed, we look a 
little closer on the causes of those unexpected and ill 
suited attachments, we have occasion to acknowledge that 
the means by which they are produced do not infer that 
complete departure from, or inconsistency with, the cha- 
racter of the parties, which we might expect when the 
result alone is contemplated. The wise purposes which 
Providence appears to have had in view, by permitting 
such intermixture of dispositions, tempers, and under- 
standings, in the married state, are not accomplished by 
any mysterious impulse by which, in contradiction to the 
ordinary laws of nature, men or women are urged to an 
union with those whom the world see to be unsuitable to 
them. The freedom of will is permitted to ns in the occur- 
rences of ordinary life, as in our moral conduct ; and in the 
former as well as the latter case, is often the means of 
misguiding those who possess it. Thus it usually hap- 
pens, more especially to the enthusiastic and imaginative, 
that having formed a picture of admiration in their own 
mind, they too often deceive themselves by some faint 
resemblance in some existing being, whom their fancy, as 
speedy as gratuitously, invests with all the attributes ne- 
cessary to complete the beau ideal of mental perfection. 
No one, perhaps, even in the happiest marriage, with an 
object really beloved, ever found all the qualities he ex- 
pected to possess ; but, in far top many cases, he find* he 
has practised a much higher degree of mental deception, 
and has raised his airy castle of felicity upon some rair^ 
bow, which owed its very existence only to the peculiar 
Jtate of the atmosphere of his mind. 

THE TEABt 
Meek visitant that gives relief 
When the sad heart's o'ercharged with grief— 
Oh I gen'rous tear, ambrosial flow 
When offered for another's wo — 
Thy limpid current can the soul 
'Mid passion's fiercest whelm control. 
How dark the stream of sorrow's course 
When Nature locks thy briny source ! 
Believer of the fev'rish brain — 
Mild antidote of hidden pain— 
Thy humid pow'r, assuaging, bland, 
None but the sternest can withstand ; 
Thy light to beauty gives new grace ; 
By it, we feeling's goal may trace. 

Smiles may deceive — but, oh ! a tear ■ 

Gush of the soul — must be sincere. 
Joy unexpected, powerful, e'er 
Makes thee its herald, crystal tear ! 
But seldom in this world of wo 
Thy gleam is seen to gladden so ! 
Precious, though transient gem, say why, 
When njem'ry wafts the poignant sigh, 



Art thou its handmaid ? Is't to veil 
Time's murky couno — or yet conceal 
The wreck of hope, long nurtur'd, dear — 
You start to life thus, little tear ? 
Whate'er thy mission, sudden guest ! 
That sends emotion through the breast — 
When thought awakes or smile or sigh — 
I'd have thee glisten in mine eye. 
Por, oh ! thou art the heart's o'erflow, 
Whether it feasts on joy or wo ; 
While over mem'ry's bier you spread 
A halo, though the bouI be fled v 
Kilkenny. 
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TO A BUTTERFLY SEEN IN MID-WINTER. 
Written in a Lady's Album, March, 1834. 

Child of the summer ! what dost thou here, 

In the sorrow and gloom of the weeping year 

When the roses have withered that bloom'd on thy birth, 

And the sunbeam that nurst thee has past from the earth ? 

The flowers that fed thee are frozen and gone — 

Thy kindred are perished, and thou art alone — . 

No one to welcome — no one to cheer — 

Child of the summer I what dost thou here ? 

Yet 'tis sweet thy gossamer wing to view, 
Revelling wild in the troubled blue — 
Heeding nor rain, nor snow, nor storm — 
Buffeting all with thy tiny form. 
Even thus the hope of our summer days 
In the heart's lone winter gaily plays — 
Thou art the type of that hope so dear : 
Child of the summer ! thou'rt welcome here 

Welcome, 'mid sorrow, and gloom, and showers, 
Emblem of gladness that once was ours — 
Emblem of gladness that yet will come, 
When the suu-bright ether will be thy home, 
And myriads of others, as bright as lnou, 
Will revel around us — all absent now : 
Emblem of hope to the mourner dear, 
Child of the summer ! thou'rt welcome hero. 

M'C. 



* # * In closing ouv Third Volume, wc have to express 
our grateful acknowledgments to our numerous corres- 
pondents foi then- continued support. But we must again 
claim the indulgence of those kind friends who may hav« 
sent us contributions which have not yet appeared. They 
may rest satisfied, however, that no article is overlooked, 
and that, generally speaking, when considered suitable 
for the Journal, it shall appear within three months from 
the period at which we may receive it.. We are unable 
to reply to correspondents, from the circumstance of be- 
ing obliged to have at all times four or five numbers ia 
advance, in order to be werked off in time for the Eng- 
lish and Scottish markets. Correspondents will there- 
fore, we trust, excuse any apparent want of attention in 
this respect. 

We this week publish a Supplement, price two-pence, 
which, besides a handsome vignette Title, Table of Con- 
tents, and List of Plates, contains Seven very handsome 
Engravings of Views in Dublin, viz. : 
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View of the Irish Parliament 
House, (now Bank of Ire- 
land,) from an original 
painting taken in 1787. 

Upper Castle Yard 

Carlisle Bridge. 



The Lying-in 
Rotunda. 

East Front of the Bank of Ire- 
land, from College-street. 

King's Bridge, Military Road. 

Aqueduct, Phibsborougn. 
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